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SQUAB.E FEET DEVOTED EXCLUSIVELY TO ¥

“AND A GOOD BIG BUNCH OF PRIDE.”

“The Largest---EXCLUSIVE Custom Automobile Body Factory in the World.”

'%romomm WORK IN ALL ITS BRANCHES

/

Our Automobile

Bodies

* are the finest examples of carriage build-
.'.'-_'ing, embodying every requisite for com.
fort and luxury. There is no garish pre-
_temse.  They are beautiful in line and ex-

@mts in appointment.

Finished with

» tho !ugheat skill in upholstery and paint-

. ing, they attest the
‘ 'm of their owners.

discrimininating

‘" Throughout the construction of our
bodm ‘'wood or aluminum ,there is a con-
gistent effort to meet the individual re-
guirements of our patrons, even to the

mut trivial details.
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pr Factory now in course of Constructlon being built by the famous contractors and builders, The H. W

“From Factory to the Owner.”

We Are Designers
and Builders

OF HIGH GRADE
Automobile Bodies

of every Description=-

both Woeod and Aluminum. Also Tops,

‘Wind Shields, Slip- Covers, Lamp Covers, *
Painting, ete.

Our ecars are designed to be the
best, the most durable, the most beauntiful

and the most lu_xurious'

Par none.

>s Lines Co.,

Bridgeport Vehicle Company,

JAMES W.

in the world—

Meriden, Conn.

\

~ GEO. C. MILLER,
Secretary. -

I"ORTON,
HERMAN F. BRANDES, .

STEPHEN McKENNA.

Distributors of The Renault and Fiat Automobiles and Gasoline, Oil and Auto Suppplies of All Kinds.
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on the Main Road Between New York and Bosion.
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; '—l'h@ Coolness
of Peter.

ﬁl,pqnmroncoour.
m 158, by E. W.:Cooley.

¢

R-R-R-ING!” sounded a bell

shrilly in the stiliness.
. Peter Quiggles opened his
eyal with a start, then sat
- oolt upright and stared. Not four feet
from him stood a man with a mask
‘over his eyes. He was holding a dark
Jantern, @ashing the light glaringly in

Peter's face.

“How dare you.,” began the man with
‘the’mask, offended—*"how dare you se!
an ‘alarm clock to go off at the very
moment I'm ransacking the house:
D’ye want to scare me to death? How
“«dJo you know but I might be subjeci
. to heart fallure or something and that

the sudden fright''—
- “3}—Fm sorry.,” began Peter humbly.
¥l did’t mean to disturb you. I—I]
can’t sleep comfortably on one side all
the-time, you know, and 1 have to set
!he-lhmto awaken me so I can turn
over.”

“Oh!"” sald the man apprehendingi#.
“*Well, don’t let it occur again.”

E‘ "‘"B not to,” replied Peter oblig
ut, you know.” he hesitated.

e.)l't ‘always te!l about that clock
,ﬁ‘t Always anticipate its behav-
It I8 a very absentminded clock
some very peculiar no

!Gl'.

qﬂoﬂ u«lﬂ own. Really It is the most
y¥aggravating clock you ever saw. Why,
-*once T

. the alarm for 4 o'clock in
1 wished to go to the sta-
uncle, you know. He
bachelor, with no im-
ediate family. Besldes, he was In ex-
ngly poor health. And, would you
believe #t, that miserable clock betray-
éd the confidence imposed in 1t?”

fon to meet

¢ “And your uncle?” asked the man
terested]

y.
»= “My-uncle was compelled to hunt me

& ana Tng us out of bed. It was ver;

embarrassing. Of course we had tc
,make some kind of an explanation
But unfortunately, you know, my wifc
and I bhad no opportunity tq consul:
_ together, We told entirely differen

_ m That made my uncle sus

i ~ “Na

mu:r. said the man.

m to make matters worse,” re
| Peter, with a sigh, “my uncle
' story teller, one of thos

take a frenrled delight I

“1 understaud,” said’ the wau, (..
ing a seat on the edge of the bed re
gignedly. *“I've heard them kind o
jokes myself. [ call 'em vaceinatio:
Jokes. They haye a point to 'em al;
right, but they don't take until later
Besides, they are pretty near as bad
as having the smallpox.”

The man chuckled softly. “Well.'
Peter continued, *“at breakfast that
morning this uncle of mine told one of
his stories. It was during the days
when nearly everybody had one ol
those silly little things they calleg
chestnut bells You remember?”’

“Perfectly,” said the man.

“Well, at the very moment my un
cle sprang his joke and leaned backatc
enjoy our mirth that clock—that un
regenerate, malicious clock™— Petel
laughed long and loudly.

“Don't!" cried the man in a hoarse
whisper, glancing affrightedly about
“You'll arouse the household.”

“There Isn't anybody else in this
part 6f the house,” reassured DPeter
“but my wife, asleep Iin the nex(
room, and she’s deaf, you know. Real
Iy she is sp deaf that | can wear s
red necktie, green checkered trousert
and a purple vest and come home any
bour of the night without awakening
her.”

“You're lucky,” sald the man,
being lucky"—

“Lucky!” repeated Peter.
lucky"—

“Never mind about that” interrupt.
ed the man, *“I was just going to re-
mark that I never saw a lucky man
who didn't have money.”

“Money 7" replied Peter. "Of course
I have money. Really, I've got s¢
much money that I ecan't fall down
without breaking a bill, you know
Cnee ["—

“Just hand it over, then.” interposed
the man with the mask commandingly

“Do | understand that you wish me
to band my money over to ¥you?"
queried Peter cautiously.

“That's what | remarked,” repliec
the man, “and you'd better be quick
about it If you don't want”—

“My dear sir,” said Peter fmpressive:
ly, “as one who has speculated more
or less successfully, 1 beg to give you
a little timely advice.”

“See here,” said the man irritably, *1
ain’t going to waste any more time
with you. I've wasted too much al-
ready.”

“Why. 20 you have,” remarked Peter
thoughtfully, “but you see it isn't ex
actly my fault! 1 didn't invite sou
here, and, really. I'm not Insisting upon
your staying, you know Maybe vou're
waiting for me to order you out?"

“Well, you are cool.” said the man
ndmlrlm-’.‘ly

“ané

“I'm s8¢

stance You see, your wife won't put

her feet against you if you are cool”

The man with the mask laughed soft-
ly. then arose to his feet *Look here.”
he said, "are you going to give me that
money or ain’t yon? I've got a gun in
my hand, it's pointing at yon. it's load-
ed. and my finger is on the trigger ™

*“It certainly = very kiud of yon to
warn me of my danger,” replird Peter

gratefully. *“The light of your lantern
blinds me so that I had not noticed
you had a gun. But, really, won't you
please point it in some other direction?
1t makes me nervous, you know, and
when I get nervous my memeory fails
me quite suddenly. 1 might forget
where I put my money. 1 always ex-
perience considerable trouble in re
membering what I do with all my
money anyhow.”

“Come, come,” said the man. “Hand
it over. Fork it out. I can't stay here
all night. I want to be goifg.”

“Since you speak of It.” replied Pe-
ter wearily, “I really wish you would
go. I would enjoy going back to sleep.
you know. I'm tired. You see, 1 way
out to the lodge last night. Do you
belong to any lodge? No? Well, the
union, then—you belong to the union,
of course?”

“] see very plainly.” said the man
resolutely, “that you do not intend tc
give me that money peacefully. Guess
I'd better”—

“Why. my dear sir,” responded Peter
naively, “I haven’t refused, have Ii
Really 1 beg your pardon if I bave ap-
peared backward in complying with
your most natural and reasonable re-
quest. I am not unmindful, you know,
that you are at this moment a guest in
my house, and [ certalnly meant no
disrespect. How much money do you
want?”

“All
gruffiy.

“But, my dear sir,” protested Petel
humbly, “if you could just manage tc
get along with a trifle less—just a
trifle, you know—perhaps some time in
the future 1 can repay your kindness
and consideration. You see, tomorrow
morning before breakfast is the day
and the hour when our cook expects
her week's wages. Possibly you lack
the experience that would enable you
to thoroughly understand the situation
but really. you know, 1 cannot imagine
any position more embarrassing in
which a man could be placed than to
be forced to face his cook on such a
momentons oceasion without a cent in
his pocket, and my cook unfortunately
is a very robust cook. Really I shud-
der to even think of such a predica-
ment.”

“To thunder with the cook!" replied
the man shortly. I want to know 1
you're going to”'—

“And, then, there are the gas wat

vou have,” replied the man

course | realize that you have neaviy
as much claim upon my money as they
have—really It Is rather difflicult to dis-
criminate between you—but it wouldn
be just right, you know, to give you all
the money and not save a.cent for the
other héldup men, now. would {t? O)
course I understand that between you
all you will get all my money anyhow
and I'm really not much econcerned
who gets the most, only I don't want
to appear partial, you know.”

“You can do just as you please,” re
plied the man determinedly. *“You
have your choice between giving me
all your money and taking the conse
quences. I'm not here for my health
I tell you.”

“Oh, well, if you feel that way aboui
it,” said Peter resignedly, “yon’'ll find
my trousers on a chair at the foot of
the bed. My purse is in the right hip
pocket.”

The man with the mask walked tc
the chair, slipped his hand in the pockel
‘indicated and pulled out a binck wal i
fet. Emptying the contents upon the,
bed, he conunted them deliberately.

“See here,” bhe =said indignantly
“there is only $10.24 here!"

“What!" gasped Peter breathlessly
leaping out upon the floor. "“"How—
much—did you say?”

*Ten dollars and twenty-four cents.”
replied the man.

“Are you sure?' demanded Pefer it
an agony of despair. *“Are you certalr
you haven't made a mirtake?”

“No,” said the man. “That’s all there|
is.” |

“Oh, dear, dear!” walled Peter. ‘|
see it all. 1 didn’t waat to believe it
but I guess it must be true. It reall;
is too bad. 1 don't see why she dis;l
it. She might have known"—

“She?" said the man. *“Who?"

“My wife,” replled DPeter tearfully
“] am exceedingly sorry, but she bea.
you to it, you know™

“Well," =aid the man, rather disap |
pointedly. 1 reckon this will have tc|
do then. But next time"— |

“Pardon me.,"” intervupted Pefer, whe |
had followed him to the door, “bw
really 1 am afraid you will fall dowr
the stairs. It is so dark bohind thal|
ilantern. Wait. 1 will turn on the [I::hL.
There; now you can wateh me and sec |
where you are going at the sume time." |

“Thank you.” said rhe man, baecking
slewly down the stairs, his revolvei)
sfill in his hand *As I was poing 1«
remark, 1 never miet anybody who wns
quite”— |

“No: that isn't right.,” said Peter
*“You bhave to turn that small knol
first. There: that unlocks the doov. Bt |
you were sarving’—

“1 was going to say.” again began
the njan. looking up at Peter, but plae-
fug one bhand behind him and pulling
open the door. “that 1 never’—

| cess with somewhat Iy

But two policemen suddealy sprang

g e g
J‘»_- o

througi e oourl aud  pinjooed Lhe
man's arms behind his back.

“Really, 1 am sorry.” grinned Peter,
“but I guers you will have to finish
your sentence in jail, won't you? You
sce, that bell was a burglar alarm.
You rang it when you entered my
room, and unfortunately. you know, it
is connected with an automatic device
at the police stution. They were rather
long coming. but 1 trust you found my
companionship agreeable. [ ecertainly
did my best to entertain you.”

“Say.” sald the man, submitting
quietly to the officers, “you lled to me
about the iceman, didn’'t you? Your
wife don't need no Ice when she’s got
a2 cold storage plant for a husband.
You're the coolest”— _

But the patrel wagon was rolling
away.

A Bank on Two Legs.

“For more thau thirty years the
most popular woodsman’s bank In
Maine was a bank on two legs,” says
Major ITolmes Day, author of “King
Spruce.” “Until he was over seventy

years old Uncle Nate Swan was con- ! share the privilege of the men who

ductor on the Bangor and Piscataquis

railroad, running between the city and
Moosehead lake. With him rode the
woods and driving crews. When they
forcot themselves and made a racket
on his train he used to cuff them into
submission, and no man ever raised
his hand against Uncle Nate. When
the men came out of the woods with

| their pay most of them realized from

bBitter experience that the city folks
woild get all their mouney away from
them in a few days. As scon as they
would get aboard the train they would

| begin to strip ten dollar bills off their
| rolls and hand the money to Uncle

Nate to ‘sink’ for them, banking it on

call. They never forgot, nor did he,

| and in all the years there was never
| o dispute

between Conductor Swan

and any of his depositors. When they

eame back on his frain they were sure

of enouzh money for thcir fare and
their tobacco at the lake outfitting
store. They wouldn't have known very
well what to do with more.”

Her ldeal Villain.

LUST thae you v ul uol uisuaiy to tome
to me. I know a villaln and have one
in my eye at this moment that would.
far eclipse anything that | have ever
read of in beoks. Don’t think that I
am drawing upon my imagination. The
man is alive and constantly under my
gaze. In fact, he is my own husband.”

The lady was the wife of Edward
Bulwer Lytton.

Fixed Bayonets In London.

The privilege of marching through
London with fixed bayonets is enjoy-
ed by but very few regiments, such
as the Royal fusileers, who trace their
origin to Cromwell's trained bands,
which in later years produced so fa-
mous a captaln as John Gilpin, After
the Royal fusileers, or perhaps even
before them in point of regimental
senlority, come the East Kent “Buffs,”
now the third of the line, who claim
a similar city ancestry ,while the Royal
marines for some reason or other also
enjoy the same fixed bayonet rights
in the city. A battalion of the grena-
dier guards was once impressed to
serve as marines, and hence they

are

“soldiers and sallors too,” This

| also explains why theat grenadier bat-

| less it has that prefix.

talion has for its tattoo “Rule Britan-
nla”—as a souvenir of the fime when
its combative existence was of the
apphibious kind.—London Standard.

The Mental Jog.

“There is a certain type of person,”
said the business man, “especlally in
New York, who seems unable to un-
derstand what is said to him—or her—
unless the statement or remark is pre-
fixed by some catchword, usually the
word ‘listen.’

“For instance, 1 have a stenographer
who simply stares at me in dumb
amazement if I say anything to her
without first saying ‘Now, listen.” If
I begin to dictate a letter to her she

will not write a word if 1 forget to ;

give that mental jog. When I snap
that at ber she will scratch like mad.
She is not the only one. The tele-
phone girl cannot take a message un-
When I am

out of the office and try to talk over

The following anecdote, taken fromI

“Aly Story.” by Hall Caine, is interest-
in;:: .

“The Weman In White” when all

| England was admiring the arch vil-

IFosco, the author, Wilkie
received a visit from a lady

lainy of
Collins,

who congratulated him upen his sue- |

cheer and
then said: “But, Mr. Collins, the great
failure of your book is your villain
Execuse me if 1 say you really do not

4 know a villain. Your Count Fosco is

a4 very poor one, and when next yom

!!&Q.ttehammctsg_tm* 1

-
<o

! gin,

the wire with her I must always be-
‘Now, listen.” or else she is hope-

, lessly at sea and seems not to under-

1
i
|
|
|
|
|
|
|

’ i stand a word 1
Immediately after the production of |

gav.” — New York

Different In Books.

In the books this js the way they
say it:

“Outside the wind moaned unceasing-
ly, its voice now that of a child which
sobs with itself in the night, now that
of a woman who suffers her.great pain
alone, as women have suffered since
life began, as women inust suffer till

life wears to its weary end. And min-

»«'._..

gleu WL e wmvasadals OF Wind l?u.l l'ell
—fell heavily, intermittently, like teary
wrung from souls of strong men.”
Outside the books we say:
“It’s raining.”"—Atchison Globe,

The Brakeman's Joke.

“Ran over a cow this morning up
said the brakemal

above Coffeyville”
to a reporter,

“How did it bappen?” asked the re-
porter.

“She was drinking out of a creex

under a bridge,” shouted the brakeman
2s he zwung on to the last car
went grinning out of towm.—

City Times.

Brutel

Jimson—Where's your wife? ‘Hlv-'t_ i

seen her often Iately.

sent her away on a Iittle uelﬂﬂmm".

Jimson—So? Where'd she go? Webd—
To the Thousand® Isles. Jimson—Stay
long? Weed—Yes.
a week to each island.—Judge.

A Saving Grace.

Florence—I can't understand why

Ethel married Mr. Gunson. Hc¢ is old
enough to be her father. Lawrence—
Yes, but ke is rich enough to be hﬂ'
husband.—Exchange.

"'y A Wheat Hospital, ;
“This wheat has been through the
hospital,” said a miller. “I ean tell

I told bher to take

-

by the fine polish on the grains, Wheat

that has been through the hospital for
smut disease comes out better than
well wheat.”

&

The wheat grains, in iruth, shone so

that one could almost see one's tnceln =

them.

“You can see your face in them,
can’t you?” said the miller.
wonder. They've been through drastic
treatment—drastic. Smut Is a nasty

disease, a kind of moldg that changes
the starch and gluten in wheat to a

black powder. When you see flour
full of black specks it is a sign that
sonkx: of the wheat was smutted. The
cure is first to wash the wheat thor-
ouzhly. Then you dry it. Then you
scour it. Them you dry it
Finally you brush it. Wheat hospitals

—they are found in most grain ele- '

vators nowadays—have big machines
for washing, drying, scouring and
brushing the grain, and wheat on its

very last legs comes out of those in-

firmaries as spruce and blooming as a
football girl."—Buffalo Express.
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